184          AKBAR AND THE GREAT MOGULS

many-hued flowers bloomed, and through the green
meadows flowed rivulets. A page truly limned by the
Painter of Destiny with the brush of creation! The very
heart burst into bloom beholding it.' In another passage
he quotes enthusiastically a poem full of exaggerated
imagery, but his own words are simple and sincere. 'In
the entrancing spring hill and plain are full of bloom;
the gates, walls and courts, the very roofs are lit up by
the flames of tulips, like torches at a feast/

That is well and aptly said: but we cannot help wonder-
ing if his eye missed the much greater and more sublime
spectacle of the Himalayas, and the lakes whose still
waters mirror the snowy peaks of Kashmir. That Jahan-
gir thought and saw for himself is clear, 'The old songs',
he exclaimed in youth, * wearied my heart: few were read
at all. If we sing let it be of what we have seen, and are
seeing ourselves/ This quick eye for facts redeems with
a touch of humour the dullness of his diary, for the most
part a sequence of rewards and punishments, of trivial
acts, of the collection of curiosities, and of pleasure-trips.
Here is a note that the Kashmiris 'though living by the
water's edge are unclean within and without': and there
is a delightful contrast in his description of a noble lady
and of a fat courtier. She is described as 'sitting down in
the bride-chamber of the eternal'; he as 'leaving his mass
of clay in the dustbin of the transient*.

Jahangir has been aptly compared to his contemporary
James I, who longed to be librarian of the Bodleian rather
than King of England. As the curator of a natural history
museum Jahangir would have been happier, says his trans-
lator, than on the throne of Akbar.

The family love of the Moguls is tragically illustrated by
our portrait of Princess Zeb-un-Nissa, eldest daughter of
Aurungzeb. It is surrounded by verses of a poem by her
lover Aqil Khan, written in nastalik script of great beauty,
and has a poignant history or legend. The poet, it is said,
found his way to the apartment of the Princess; and her
father, who doted on her and took great pride in her poems